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"And cut" The director's voice breaks the silence, the tension that's built during the scenes. Scott pulls away 
from me with a wry smile on his face barely masking the pain in those eyes. Pain of shared memories brought 
to the surface by the filming and by Scott's words on the play back, repeated and repeated driving home his 
past and his future. 


Mary's smile is bright, happy full of love. That's one tough woman, doing what had to be done for her children, 
for herself and ultimately for Scott as well. 


See there's the conundrum, what's best for Scott, selfishly, isn't necessarily what's good for me and those 
scenes just bring that home. A soft hand touches my shoulder, making me turn from the wall and my 


brooding. 


"Thanks Duff" A sweet voice to go with those hands, she doesn't have to say anything else what's said 


encompasses so much. Another touch still light but not quite so gentle. 


"Yeah, thanks Duff." A voice that's not as benign as the first. Slight touches, hidden from the view of the crew 
just three people having a private conversation A light giggle and a quiet chuckle. 


"Want something?" Two hands skim across the front of my pants teasing, barely curling round me but enough 


to make me shiver and bite back on a whimper. Don't want to give this game away. 
"Dressing room?" No that wasn't my voice was it? Though the agreeing murmurs seem to indicate it was. 


They move away wrapped round each other the proverbial light and dark, equals and opposites. Apparently 
balanced, though if that passing wink from Scott and grin from Mary are anything to go by maybe not. 


